CHAPTER 158 


September 27, 2011 


“Chie-senpai says the steak bowl here is great. And hey, she’s the expert.” 


Kanji and Justin were walking around and generally chilling out around the shopping 
district, apparently in search of food given how much Kanji kept talking about steak. 
Maya was out with Yosuke for the moment, albeit slightly reluctantly, doing 
whatever it was those two did when Justin wasn’t around; and since Yosuke had a 
good enough understanding of sign-language, that meant Justin was free to do 
whatever it was HE did when THEY weren’t around. And that was apparently doing 
absolutely nothing with whoever it was that was available. He would have hung out 
with Chie like usual, but school was in session. And that only begged the question 
what the hell Kanji was doing out here, though it was probably safe to assume he 
was cutting class. It wasn’t really much of a surprise coming from someone like 
Kanji, in all honesty. 


“That she is.” Justin chuckled a bit to himself. If there was anything that Chie knew 
like the back of her hand, it was steak. That and Kung-Fu movies, though Justin was 
willing to bet she knew more about her sirloins than she did her kicks; and that was 
saying something from the girl who had kicked a hole in her wall once, amongst 
other things. Justin REALLY should look into getting a cup one of these days; though 
by this point he wasn’t sure there was anything left down there to protect. The two 
were about to go inside to grab something to eat when they were suddenly 
interrupted by a police officer calling out to the two, trying to stop them where they 
were. Justin rolled his eyes and crossed his arms; why was it that everytime he was 
about to do something a cop had to ruin it for everyone involved. 


“You're Kanji Tatsumi, right? I'd like to have a word with you.” The cop interrupted 
the two as he made his way towards them, a clearly pissed off expression on his 
face all the while. It was clear to the two boys that whatever the cop was here for, it 
wasn’t pleasant, and he wasn’t exactly pleased to catch a glimpse Kanji. Oh yes, 
Justin could smell that there was going to be trouble a mile away; but what kind of 
trouble was still up for question. 


“Huh? Yeah, well | wouldn't.” Kanji denied the police officer’s request to speak with 
him, perhaps already sensing where this was going and wanting no part in it. The 
police officer glared at him for a moment, not exactly a fan of the lip he was getting 
from the boy. In fact, he was refusing to leave here with no for an answer. He was 
going to talk to Kanji about whatever it was he wanted to talk about, whether Kanji 
liked it or not. He’d use the cuffs if he needed to. 


“...come with me.” The police officer ordered, deciding to skip the pleasantries and 
go straight towards telling him what he was going to do if he didn’t want to sleep in 
a cell tonight. By this point, Justin was steaming with rage. He didn’t know what this 
was about, but it was clear the police officer was trying to use his position to push 
Kanji around. Kanji said he didn’t want to talk to the officer, so he didn’t have to; 
that was the law. And if the officer had a problem with it, Justin would give him 
reason to put someone in cuffs; and it wasn’t going to be Kanji. 


“I’m sorry; | don’t recall you ever showing me a warrant.” Justin remarked 
sarcastically, taking a step forward to get into the police officer’s face. In actuality, 
that probably made things a hell of a lot worse; but hey, sometimes you just got to 
make a stand. Not like Justin didn’t do this stuff on a regular basis anyway, but 
whatever. Kanji cleared his throat a bit, expressing only slight discontent in Justin’s 
comment. He was happy the man was standing up on his behalf, that Justin had his 
back, but was it REALLY a good idea to bring warrants into this? He was practically 
admitting guilt by doing that; and Kanji was most certainly not guilty of whatever it 
was this cop was trying to accuse him off. 


“Ah... You're the kind that's Tatsumi's been hanging out with lately. | see. So you're 
in cahoots...” The officer sneered at him, clearly not pleased that the boy was 
demanding a legal explanation he was here. Probably because he DIDN’T have a 
warrant; but the teenager didn’t need to know that. Justin was getting pretty pissed 
off now, throwing his arms up with exasperation and shaking his head in the 
process, as if to call the cop a complete fucking idiot. 


“So what if we hang out? What's it to you?” Kanji shouted back with irritation and 
annoyance. It was one thing to call him out and call him a delinquent; it was 
another to try and shift the blame to his friends when they were innocent of 
whatever crimes it was Kanji was being accused of committing. The tension in 
Justin’s forehead slowly increased as word after word left the cop’s mouth, anger 
flowing through his veins, irritation gritting his teeth together. He quickly thrust his 
hand in his pocket before sticking a tooth pick between the crevices of his teeth. He 
had briefly considered lighting up a smoke in front of the cop and blowing the 
smoke in his face; but then he realized how fucking stupid that idea was. Plus Maya 
had his lighter and smokes, since she was the only one who smoked them these 
days. 


“...You know there's been a group of teenage bullies lurking around here, don't you? 
We got a tip saying you've been threatening a child at the hill and the flood plain.” 
The officer snarled at Kanji, accusing him of shit he hadn’t even done. Why? 
Because he had a reputation? That wasn’t evidence that he had done anything 
wrong. And an anonymous tip is NOT grounds for harassing a teenager or throwing 
one in cuffs. They had to get fucking evidence that this was true first for Christ’s 
sake. But no, it was much easier to just blame the kid with a bad reputation, right? 


They just wanted to take the easy way out and collect their paychecks for sitting on 
their asses and not doing their jobs. 


“Threatening? Child...?” Kanji questioned with confusion. It took him a moment 
before he realized that the police officer was referring to the little boy he was 
always knitting shit for, which only served to annoy him. For starters, he didn’t want 
to acknowledge he had any involvement with that boy, especially when it was all 
knitting and shit. Secondly, he did NOT bully him, and he was annoyed these 
coppers were even assuming that. Hell he HELPED that boy; he wasn’t going to 
stand for being bad mouthed for something he didn’t even do. “Oh, him.” 


“Hmph, so you admit it. Not a shred of remorse, either.” The copper remarked with 
annoyance, taking a step towards Kanji in what looked like a half-assed attempt of 
scarring the shit out of him... or perhaps just getting in a position to cuff the guy. At 
least that had been the intention until Justin slid in front of Kanji, already seeing 
where this was heading. He wouldn’t fight Kanji’s battles for him; after all, Kanji 
could do that on his own no problem. 


“In what crazy world do you live in where knowing the child in question is a 
confession?” Justin snarled at the officer. “I don’t suppose you have any proof to 
back up your claims? No, of course not; because that’s not what happened and 
you’re pulling shit out of your ass.” Justin lectured them, annoyed at how they were 
accusing Kanji of doing the exact opposite of what he had actually done. The police 
officer, needless to say, was less than amused by Justin’s back talk, even less so his 
language. If it wasn’t clear enough by appearances alone, Justin’s attitude had since 
made it clear he was a bit of a delinquent itself. Or at least as close to being a 
delinquent as you could get without actually being a delinquent, if that made sense. 
Like there was a fine line of delinquency, and Justin was just stepping all over it, 
walking across it like a tight rope. 


“Oh? So tell me... What was he doing?” The copper questioned, demanding their 
side of the story if they were going to just lie to his face. Kanji, of course, wasn’t 
exactly fond of the idea of people knowing he had been knitting stuffed animals for 
the boy, and was rather reluctant to answer. He rubbed at his neck with 
embarrassment for a moment, unable to force himself to admit to the actual nature 
of the two’s constant meetings. And that was a problem when you were facing a 
cop who was breathing down your neck, suspecting you of harassing the person in 
question. “That’s what | thought. You two are going to have to come with us down 
to the station.” Justin’s eyes widened with shock and anger. The hell did they mean 
two? He wasn’t cool with them harassing Kanji, but he’d be damned if he went down 
with him. What, because Justin wasn’t going to stand for this shit, he was going to 
get tossed in the slammer too? Fuck. That. 


“Over my cold, dead body.” Justin glared at the cop, taking a step forward and 
getting into the police officer’s face in an attempt at intimidating the officer. Alas, 


there was a problem with threatening to disobey an order over your dead body, and 
just as quickly as Justin had gotten within a few inches radius of the copper, the 
officer grabbed a hold of the boy and turned him about shoving him into a nearby 
wall, using it as a brace as he snapped some cuffs on the boy. If he wasn’t going to 
come quietly, they’d bring him in by force. “The fuck is this!? Get your damn hands 
off me!” Justin shouted with anger as he struggled to get out of the grasp of the iron 
cuffs along his wrists, kicking and screaming bloody murder as the officer pressed 
him against the wall. 


“Now wait a sec! Senpai has nothin' to do with this!” Kanji shouted as the cop 
pressed Justin against the wall, preparing him for a nice cozy cell down at the 
station. This was unacceptable; Justin just happened to be a bystander and now he 
was going to jail because he hung out with Kanji? It was bad enough that Kanji 
didn’t even do anything wrong, but now his friends were being punished just 
because they knew the guy? This wasn’t going to happen; not on his watch. Kanji 
was actually considering punching the cop out right there and then, but he was 
interrupted by the sound of a familiar voice. 


“Oh, Mister. What are you doing?” The group’s eyes all fell upon the young boy as 
he approached them, a look of curiosity on his face as he stared at the police officer 
holding Justin against the wall, his skin scraping against the bricks as he stared at 
what could be his one hope at freedom at this point. He was only glad he didn’t 
have his cigarettes on him; not so glad he had the gun with him. It was a moment 
before the cop fully turned his attention away from Justin, loosening the force he 
was applying to keep Justin pinned to the wall only slightly as he turned to the boy. 


“You know these boys, kid? Can you tell me how you know them? | don't think 
they're being straight with me.” The officer began to question the boy, passing a 
sight glare to Justin who continued to struggle to break free of his restraints. Justin 
should have known that resisting was only going to get him into more trouble; he 
should have quit while he was in cuffs. Kanji spat with disgust as the officer clearly 
tried to put the boys in a negative light in front of the child, most likely so he could 
manipulate the child’s answer to his own agenda. 


“The hell are you telling that kid!? You call yourself a cop!?” Kanji insulted the 
officer, annoyed at the way this was being handled. Justin was in cuffs just for 
knowing Kanji, and this officer was trying to alter the boy’s testimony to paint the 
boy’s in a negative perception. Justin jolted his body, trying to get the cop off of 
him, but he wasn’t having much success in that regard. Instead he just growled at 
the officer, briefly considering spitting in the fucker’s face before realizing that 
would just get him in more trouble. 


“He’s got me pinned against the wall for no reason other than being in the same 
vicinity as you; | think it’s safe to assume he’s no cop, just a pig wearing a badge.” 
Justin insulted the officer, though doing so while biting his tounge and keeping his 


foul language to himself in the presence of a child. The last thing that boy needed 
was Justin swearing up a shitstorm, especially when he was being interrogated 
about the two teenager’s characters. 


“Did this boy ask you for anything? For instance, did he claim he lost his money?” 
The officer asked, again, steering the question in an attempt at extorting a certain 
answer from him. It was almost painful for Justin to listen to this cop, Knowing full 
well the cop was going to make the two out as villains, even though they were 
innocent of any crime. Except maybe having an illegal firearm in Justin’s case. He 
never thought he’d ever actually be in cuffs, so he never saw much reason in 
leaving it at home. He was starting to see some fault in that logic now. 


“You lost your money, Mister? You can have some of mine!” The boy spoke up with 
concern for Kanji and his missing wallet. In a way, it was kind of cute how generous 
the boy was being for a man who made him dolls from time to time; but god be 
damned if the cop was going to take it that way. He was just going to pretend that 
the boy’s generosity was brought on by trickery on Kanji’s behalf, that he was only 
offering Kanji a single dime because he had been scammed into it. 


“Just as | thought...” 


“You’re a real piece of work, you know that? | hope they take your badge and 
freakin’ burn it!” Justin snarled at the officer, disgusted with his deception. He was a 
textbook shitty cop; as if he didn’t hate cops enough as it was without being 
wrongfully incarcerated for crimes the officer had made up. Justin had never wanted 
to kick anyone’s ass more in his entire life, and yet, it was the only time he couldn’t 
if he wanted to keep his freedom. It disgusted him to think this officer could very 
well get away with this bullshit. 


“Oh, but | came today to give you the cookies Mom baked as thanks. | was going to 
sneak in and leave them at Tatsumi Textiles, but here you are.” The boy remarked 
happily as he handed off a Ziploc bag full of sugar cookies to Kanji. He was more 
than a little surprised by the kind gesture, and while under normal circumstances he 
would have denied these, he kind of was being watched by the cop to see how he 
would react, so he had to play it cool. The cop seemed more than a little confused 
by what the boy could possibly be thanking Kanji for, especially if he had been 
bullying him. Perhaps it was just more trickery on Kanji’s behalf. 


“Thanks? Thanks for what?” The cop questioned with curiosity, as if he were 
ACTUALLY going to do his job and hear every side of the story instead of jumping to 
conclusions and throwing the first person he saw into cuffs. The boy smiled, 
blissfully ignorant to what was going on in front of his eyes; like Justin getting 
arrested. Not like Justin had any intent on going to jail. He’d fucking run with the 
cuffs and saw them off later if he needed to. 


“He made me a bunch of dolls, like a bunny and a cat. He's real good!” The boy 
cheerfully went on to a tangent all about the dolls Kanji made, much to his 
embarrassment. Looked like the cat was out of the bag, even though that was 
probably a good thing since Justin had iron clamps around his wrist right now. The 
police officer however, being the huge fucking douchebag he was, didn’t believe the 
child in the slightest. After all, Kanji looked like a troublemaker, so he MUST be a 
troublemaker. Logic at its finest right there. 


“Dolls!? And you're saying Tatsumi made them? What a load of... There's no way 
you're getting me to believe that.” The officer denied the child’s claims, refusing to 
believe that Kanji could possibly have made him dolls. Sounded like some bullshit 
that Kanji told the child to say if he were ever to get caught red handed. By this 
point, Justin had lost any patience he had. The child out right said Kanji wasn’t doing 
anything and the cop refused to believe the fucking victim. What. The. Fuck. 


“Oh for crying out loud! You are the world’s worst goddamn cop, you know that? 
Kanji, will you just confirm already so | can get these damn things off of me.” Justin 
turned his rage from the officer for a moment so that he could plead with Kanji to 
just man up and confess. He wouldn’t have asked Kanji to spill his guts like that if 
he WASN'T at risk of getting arrested, but he was. So it was either he fessed up, or 
Justin was looking at a couple years in the slammer once they found the gun in his 
pocket. Kanji stared at Justin for a moment, as if contemplating whether it was 
worth getting him out of the cuffs... but of course, Justin was his friend. And friends 
don’t leave friends behind. His expression of embarrassment slowly shifted to one 
of angered determination. He wasn’t going to put up with this shit from the police 
anymore than he already had. 


“Yeah, Senpai. | got it!” Kanji remarked with determination, nodding before slowly 
narrowing the gap between him and the police officer, as if to mimic the move Justin 
had made to get him in cuffs. Not a smart move, but a bold one all the same. 
“Awright, listen up, punk... There ain't any lying about it. | made the kid some dolls. 
What with the ones for his friends and his mom, it was eight all told! And lemme 
warn you... They're so cute, they'll give you diabetes-the instantly fatal kind!” 


“Cute gives you diabetes? Shit, wish someone told me that years ago.” Justin mused 
out loud for a moment, interrupting Kanji’s mini-rant against the police officer. He 
found some humor in the remark, though his facial expression was one of slight 
shame as he quickly turned his eyes down to the little boy. “Oh uh; sorry. Don’t say 
that ‘s’ word | just said.” He ordered the child, realizing he had slipped up and 
dropped one of the big swears. He didn’t consider freakin’ or damn as swears, so he 
hadn’t apologized for that, but he didn’t want the small kid going around saying 
that, had he not heard it before. The boy nodded with confirmation, not really sure 
what Justin was getting at, but still blissfully ignorant to everything going on around 
him. 


“So what, you want me to teach you how to make 'em!? Huh!? You ‘bout to say that 
ain't like me, right? Go ahead and laugh, dammit! Like | care. I'm used to being 
pointed at. And what's most important is, | ain't gonna make this kid or Senpai a 
liar!” Kanji stood up for the two, earning a grin of support from Justin. Or at least 
until he got pushed into the wall a second time to stop him from squirming. He was 
seriously considering mule kicking this fucker in the balls by this point. “Hey you! 
That button's falling off! I'm gonna sew it back on, y'hear!?” Kanji mock threatened 
the cop, much to his great discomfort and confusion. He wasn’t sure what to make 
about all of this; it certainly wasn’t the reaction he was expecting, that’s for sure. 


“Huh? What’s going on here?” Justin wasn’t even sure whether he should be happy 
that more people were showing up, or annoyed about all of this. He settled for a 
little bit of both, rolling his eyes and shrugging his shoulders to the best of his 
ability as Adachi approached the group, a cup of coffee in his hands and a very 
confused expression on his face. Justin supposed the bright side to this was that 
Adachi was a cop too, so maybe he could talk some damn sense into the officer 
holding him against the wall. At least, he hoped people took Adachi seriously on the 
force; he kind of was a nitwit at times. The officer holding Justin against the wall 
seemed a bit panicked at the very least. 


“Oh, Detective Adachi!” The officer remarked almost frantically, significantly 
decreasing the force by which he was holding Justin in place, as if he already knew 
he was doing something stupid. “We’ve got reports of bullying around here; I’m 
taking these suspects in for questioning on the matter.” Adachi’s gaze swapped 
back and forth for a moment with confusion, then eventually what looked like 
turmoil. It was hard to explain, but you could tell the guy was pondering something. 
He took a sip of his coffee before sighing, avoiding eye contact with the officer. 


“Yeah, | heard something about that... They aren’t your culprits though.” Adachi 
remarked starring at Justin with sympathetic eyes... or perhaps with pity. Whatever 
it was, he was discontent. The police officer stared at Justin with confusion. “These 
two were with me at the time; | can confirm their alibi.” The officer turned his gaze 
to Justin, who was smirking triumphantly, then back to Adach, still very much 
confused. He was having a hard time believing that; even if Adachi was trustworthy. 


“What exactly were you doing with delinquents like this?” The officer questioned, 
much to pretty much everyone else’s annoyance. They thought it had pretty much 
been established that they were NOT like that; but hey, this guy was a stubborn 
fuck apparently. Adachi shook his head with shame for the police officer. Those two 
might have had an odd tendency of getting involved in things they shouldn’t have, 
but they were far from delinquents. 


“Oh, uh... They’re not those kinds of kids.” Adachi somewhat sidestepped the 
question, having trouble thinking of a good circumstance to meet the both of them 
under. He could say he met one of their families for dinner or something; but that 


would only cover ONE of their alibis. Both? He really couldn’t think of an excuse. 
“You can uncuff him; I'll take care of him.” Adachi advised, making a gesture 
towards Justin’s cuffs. The officer stared at Adachi with disbelief for a moment 
before sighing and unlocking the metallic clamps that had been attached to Justin’s 
wrists. Justin rubbed at his wrists as the cuffs were removed, happy to get those 
things off. They hurt a lot more than they looked, apparently. 


“Your problem now.” The officer remarked before storming off, pissed off at his lack 
of results, at the detective’s intervention. He didn’t want to release Justin, but he 
was Sure he’d get in a lot of trouble for disobeying a detective’s orders. It wasn’t 
worth the hassle really. Justin sighed as he watched the officer walk off, no doubt to 
repeat what he had done to him and Kanji to some other unsuspecting teenagers. It 
was silent between the group for a moment, save the occasional sound of Adachi 
slurping his coffee. 


“Thanks Adachi; you didn’t have to do that.” Justin thanked him for his services, 
knowing full well if they caught Adachi lying about this, he’d be in a lot of trouble. 
He could actually lose his job if they figured out he was throwing the officer off from 
his investigation, even if he WAS technically correct. He just didn’t know it. Adachi 
was quiet for a moment, as if he hadn’t just heard Justin; though he eventually 
responded. Not in that happy-go-lucky manner he usually did though for some 
reason. 


“Well, | still owe you for covering for me with Dojima. What are you kids doing out at 
this hour anyway? Aren’t you supposed to be at school?” Adachi questioned with 
slight concern. Justin and Kanji passed a slight glance at each other. Justin had an 
excuse; Kanji did not, so this could be problematic. Justin trusted Adachi not to 
cause a Stir over Kanji, but... It would probably be a good idea to lie about it. Just in 
case. 


“It’s a long story; let’s just say we got suspended and leave it at that.” Justin 
grimaced a bit, worried that Adachi was going to take him as some sort of criminal 
scum now that he admitted to getting kicked out of school for a couple of weeks. 
Strangely Adachi just seemed to smile though, as if finding amusement in their 
punishment; non-existant or otherwise. He chuckled slightly after taking another sip 
of his coffee. 


“Same thing used to happen to me all the time in high-school.” Adachi chuckled 
with nostalgia, finding amusement in the teenager that reminded him so much of 
himself at that age. Justin couldn’t help but laugh along with him, even if he had no 
reason TO laugh. Perhaps it was just that laughter was contagious as fuck. Maybe it 
was just because he was happy to not go to jail. 


“You know Adachi; they need more cops like you.” Justin complimented as the 
laughter died down. “You actually know how to do your job; that guy didn’t care 
who got in trouble so long as he got a paycheck.” Justin continued to chuckle abit. 


Adachi’s laughter had completely died down at that point, almost cutting off as 
Justin’s compliment went on. For some reason, it didn’t really FEEL like a 
compliment to him. Just a bunch of bullshit. 


“Oh, ahaha... | don’t think I’m THAT good.” 


“But you’re better than him at least. | think that counts for something.” 


